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that had arrived diinng the night were either badlv wounded or very sick All looked like skeletons. Those of us who were waiting for their families to come out of Warsaw dreaded the thought of finding them in a similar condition, half-alive
"Are you from Skorupki Street, perhaps?" I asked one woman, helping her up.
"No I am from Krakowslae But that woman, I think, is from Skorupki Street," and she pointed to an'energetic-looking person sitting on some bedding
"Are you from Skorupki Street?" I asked, and felt as if my heart would stop beating
"Five Skorupki Street, madame* the woman answered politely
*No 5 Did you perhaps know Dr. Gorska from No. 3?*
"Of course Know her and her family. We ware bombed out together some three weeks ago**
Three weeks! I calculated quickly. That was a few days after I had sent Barbarka to a "safe place* to stay with Dr Gorska. "                                               J
'How was it?" I asked. I toed to keep iny voice calm. The woman did not know I was inquiring for my only child. I did not want her to know. I did not want to be fed on false optimism.
"Well, madame, on September 8th we all had to mow to the cellar of the house at 3 Skorupki Street It was crowded to overflowing, but still we managed. We got our water from Hoza Street The hospital was not far, either, and there was a field kitchen, and we were getting a bit cf food there, every day.
"Then, on September 10th, tibree bombs crashed on the house. It had been half-destroyed before, anyway. Hie cellar was ruined, too. Half of the people there did not
come out alive. My patroness, Saint Agnes, must have
taken care of me, her poor servant I had to climb over
piles of bodies to get out*